The Tragedie 

Enter the ueene. 

Q*. Who Hull hinder me to waile andweepe. 

To chide my fortunc,and torment my fclfc ? 

He ioync with blacke difpairc again ft my fclfc. 

And to my felfe become an cnernie. 

Dut. What meancs this feeane ofrude impatience? 
£1*. To make an a<fl of tragicke violence, 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne our king is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now tberootc is withred? 
Why u ithernot thelc'aues,thc iap being gone? 

If you will liue, lament ,-if die? be briefe t 
That our fwift winged foules may catch the kings, 

Or like obedient fubie&s , follow him 
To his new £ingdome of perpctuall reft. 

Dut. Ah io much intertft haue I in thy forrow, 

As /had title in thy noble husband:. 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

Audi liu'd by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his princely femblance, 

Arc crackt in pceces by malignantdeath, 

And /for comfort haue but one falfc glaftc, 

W'hicb greeues me when I fee mydhamc in him< 
Thau art a widow,,yct thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee: 
But^eath hath fnatchtmy children fro mine armes,., 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufe haue I 
Then, being but moitieofmy griefe, 

T o cuergo thy plaints and drownc the cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wear not for ourfathersdeath,. 
How can we aide you with our kindreds tcares? 

Gtrl. Our fatherleife diftrelTc was left vnmoand. 
Your widowes dolours likcwife be vnwept. 

JQu. Giue me no hclpc in lamentation, , 

1 am not barren to bring forth laments, 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine etc?, 

That l being gouernd by the watry moane,. 

May fend forth plenteous tearcs to drowne thcworld: 

. Oh fori my husband, for my heire Lo. Edward, 


Amh 


of Richard the third. 

/ s loth to beare me to the Haughter- houfe. k 
Oh, now I want the Pfieftthatfpake tome, 

I now repent I told the Purfiiiant, 

As twere triumphing at mine enemiee, 

[ low they at Pomfret bloodily were burchrrd. 

And 1 my felfe f cure in graceand fatiour : 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy hcauic curfe 
Is lighted on poore Hidings wretched head. 

Cut. Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would beat dinner: 

Make a ffiort Aw iff, he longs to fee your head. 

[-&(}. O momentary date of worldly men, 

Which wc more hunt for, then for the grace of heauen : 

Who builds his hopes in airc of your fairc lookes, 

Liues likeadrunkenSayleron a maft, 

Ready with eucry nod to tumble downe 
Into thefatall bowels ofthedeepe. 

Come leademe to the blocke, beare him my head, 

They fmile at me, that fhortly Ilia 11 be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke of Glofler and Buckingham in armour. 

Glo. Come co(en,canft thou quake & change thy colour ? 
Murther thy breath in middle of a word, 

And then begin againc and flop againc, 

Asifthou wertdirtraughtandmad with terror. 

Buc. Tut feare not me. 

I can counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke backe,and pric on cuery fide s 
Intending deepe fufpition,gaft!y lookes 
Are at my feruicclike inforccd (miles, 

And both are rcadie in their offices 
Togracemy ftratagems. Enter Muior. 

Glo. Here comes the Maior. 

Buc. Letmealonetocntcrtainc him. LordMaioft 

Glo. Locke to the drawbridge there. 

Buc, The rcafon we haue font for you. 

Glo • Catesby ouerlookc the walks. 

Buc. Harkc,I hearcadrumme. 

Glo. Looke backe, defend thcc,hctcare enemies. 

Buc. God and our innocencie defend vs. 

Glo. O, O, be quiet, it is Catesby. 
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